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PASSION 
| of | 
a Diſcontented Minde. 


: Rom ſilent night, true Regiſter ofmones; 
S=-2\kcom ſaddeſt toule,conſum'd with deepefl fins; 
: From hartquite rent, withſighs & heuy. grones, 
M y wailing Muſe her wotull worke beginnes: - MG, 
gfe tothe world brings tunes of fad deſpaire, 
Sounding nought elſe bur ſorrow,gricfe,and care. 


Sorrow, to ſce my forrowes cauſe augmented, 

| And yer lefſeforrowtull,were my forrowes more; 
Grice, that my onefe, with gicte i is not prepenned; 

For griefe it1s mult caſe my gricuca foes, -.;--1; 5; 

_ Thusgriefe-andſorrow-care's buchow to grieue;. 

For gricfeand ſorrow mult my Cares relecue, GY 
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The wound freſh bleeding muſt be ſtancht with teares; 
Teares cannor come, vnleſlc ſome griefe preceed; 
Grietes come but ſlacke, which Ws increaſe my feares, 
Feares,leſt tor want of helpe I ſtill ſhould bleed. 
Do whatI canto lengrhen my liues breath, 
Ifrearesbe wanting, I ſhal bleed to death. 


Thou deepeſt Searcher of each ſecretthought, 
Intuſeinmethy all-afteQing grace; 
So ſhall my workes to good cfi=Qs be brought, 
Whitel peruſe my vgly ſinnes a ſpace: 
Whoſe ſtaining filth ſo ſpotted hath my ſoule, 
As noughtwill waſtc,but feares of inward dole. 


O thar the learned Poets of this time * 
(hon aloue-ficke line ſowell indite)-- 
ould tiot conſume good wit in hatefull Rime, 
Puc wotlld with care Dis better ſubre&t write: 
For if their muſicke plealein earthly things, 
Nell world it foindifftraind wich hcaunnly ſtrings. | 


_ But 
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Tl working Vſe, deuourer of al grace, © : | 
The fretting moath char waſteth ſoules duefe bliſſe, - © 


Diſcontented Minde. 


Bur woe itis to ſce fond worldlings vie, 
Who moſtdelighr in rlungs thar vaineſtbe; 
And without feare worke Virtues fowle abuſe, 
Scorning ſoules reſt, & al crue piery: 
As if they made account neuer tO parte 
From this fraile lifezthepilzrimage of ſmart. 


Such is the nature efour fooliſh kinde,  - 


When practizd ſinne,hath deeply takenroote,  - - - 


The way ro penance due is hard to finde; 
epentance held a _ of little boote. 


For contrite teare 


Thelic cloſe thiete thatlurkes in cuery plece, 
Filching by peece-meale,til che whole be his. 
How many aredecctued by thy baite, 


Taccounr cheir {innes as trifles ot no waight? We 


B- 


oules health, and angels ioy, 
Moſt men account a meere phantaſtike roy. - -+ 
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- Ocurſedcuſtome,cauling niifcuefeſtill, : 

Toolong thy craft my ſenſes harh miſſe-led; 

Too long hauel bin ſlaue vntothy will; 

| Toolong my ſoulc gn birter: _ hath fed: 
Now ſurtetting withthy hell poyſned cares, 
In deepe re Poke her tormer fal ly hates. 


And hymbly comes wickſrapw.comd hart, 
| With blubbred cies,and hands vprear'd to heauen; 
| Toplaya poorelamenting Mawdlines part, 


| Thar would weepe fireames of blood to be forgiuieh: 


But(oh)Ifeate mine eres aredraind fo dric, 
| + Thatthough would, yer now cannot crie. 


z 


| Tf any etetherefore can ſpare ateare, of 

| Tofill che wel-ſprings rhatmuſt wermy checkes; | 
| Oletthatcieto Ref fealt drawneare: 

| Refuſe menor, my humble ſoule beſcckes; 

For all che teares mine cies haue ener wept, 
Were no too little had __ all bin kepr. 


———— a em 
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_ Diſcontented Mrinade, 


I fee my finnes arraign'd before my face, 
I ſee their number paſſe the moarhes in Sunne, 
I ſee that my continuance tnthis place 
Cannot be long; and all that I haue done 
I ſee the Iudge before my face hath layde, | 
Ar whoſe ſterne lookes all creatures are atraide. - 


Ifhe be iuſt, my ſoule condemned 15; 
And iuſt he1s, whatthen may be expedted, 


' But baniſhment from cuerlaſting blifle? 


To liuclike curſed Caine, baſe, vile,abieed: 
He jn his rage hus brothers blood did ſpill; 
I more vnkinde mine owne foules life doe kill. *. 


O could mine eies ſendrrickling tearesamaine, 
Neuer to ceaſe till my eternall night, 


| Till this eye-flood his mercy might obraine, 


Whomemy defaults haue baniſhr trom his ſight: 
Then could bleſle my happy tine of crying, 
But ah too foone my barren ſprings are drying. 


B i4 Thriſe | 
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Thriſe happy finnex was that bleſſed Saint, 

| Whothough he fell with putte of womans blaſt, | 
\ Went torch and wept _ many a bitter plaint, 

| And by hs teares obtained grace at laſt: 

Bur wretched I, haue falne ofmine accord, 
Tenne thouſand times againſt the liuing Lord. 


| Yetcannot ſtraine one true repentantteare, 

| Togainethe bliſſe from which my foule is banifhr; 
-  Myflintic heart ſome ſorrowing doth forbeare, 

' Andfrommy ſence all crue remorce 1s yaniſht: 

|  Forheartandlence are cloyd with dregs of finne, 
And theres no place for Grace to enter in. 


| Noplace (deere Lord) vnleſſe thy goodneſle pleaſe 
| To pitty himthat worſt deſerues of any; 
| Ard inthy tender mercy grant him eaſe, 

' Asthontoforc haſt mercy ſhewdto many:-- | 
| Yernone of thoſe doe equall me infinne, | 

— Ohhow mayThopemercie thento winne. my 
*. +7 ! F, ; - e 


_ om a Cans # 


| Thenmy defaults can challenge any way: 


Diſcontented Mande. 


The traitor Iudas heire borne to perdition, | 
'Who for atrifle did his Lord betray,. 


In equall doomedeſcructh more remiſsion, 


| Heſfolde him once,that once for gaine was done, 
L oftentimes, yet leſle then nothing wonne. 


The bloody minded Iewes,n turie mad, 

Vmill on Chriſt their cruell rage was fed, 

In their fell anger more compaſsion had 

Then I, for whome his harmeleſle blood was ſhed; 
Their helliſh ſpite within a day was paſt, 
My ſufull fic doth all my life time laſt. 


For cu'ry ſtripe that he from them did take, 
' Arhoufand deadly finnes haue I committed; 
Aud eury wound as deepea wound did make, 
As didthe cordes wherewith my Chriſt was whipped: 
 Ohhatetuſcairife, parricidemoſt vile, 
Thus(with my ſune)his pure blood to defile. 
| B 115 | O 
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Olinne, firſt parent of mans euer woe, 

Thediſtance ms that ſeuers hell and heauen; 

Senſcs confounder, ſoules chicte overthrow, 

Grafted by men, not by the grafter geuen: 
Conſuming canker,waſting ſoules chictetreaſure, 
Onely to gaine a littletrifling pleaſure, 


Happy were man, if ſinne had neuer bin, 
Thriſc happic now, it finne he would torſake; 
- Burhappter farre, if for his wicked finne 
He —_ repent, aud hearty ſorrow make: 
Leauing this drofle and fleſhly delectation, 
To gainein heau'na laſting habiration. 


| Thereis the place wherein all forrowes die, 

Whereloy exccedes all ioyes that euer were; 

Where Angels make continuall harmony, 

The minde ſet free from care, diſtrult, or feare: 
There all receiue all ioytull contentation, 


Huppied by that moſt heau'nly concemplation. 
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Now 
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Diſcontented Mine. 


Now ſee (alas) the change we make for finne, 
In ſtecede of heau'n, hel is become our lor; 
For bletſed Saints, damned fiends we cuer winne; 
For reſtand treedome, laſting bondage got: 
For Ioy, content, cternall loue and peace, 
Gricte, diſpaire,hate,iarres that neuer ceaſe, 


oO 


The worme of conſcience ſtil atrendeth on vs, 
Telling cach houre, each inſtant we ſhall die; 


- Andthatourſinnes cannot be parted from ys, 


But where we are, thither they likewiſe flie: 
Still vrging this, that death wee haue deſerued, 
Becauſe we fled from lum we ſhould haue ſerued. 


What greater ſinne can touch a humanehart? | 


'Whar helliſh furie can be worſe rormented? 


Whar ſinner lines that feelech nor a part - 

Ofthus ſharpe plague, vnlefſe he haue repented? 
And yetRepentance ſurely is but vaine, 
Withour full purpoſe, nor to finne againe, , 


The paſs1on of a 


\ Andisitnarthen plaine follies error, 
To couet that that brings withir contempt, 
And mikes vs liue in teare, diſtruſt, and terroh, 
Hating at laſt the thing wee did attempt? 
For neuer ſinne did yet ſo pleafing raſte, 
Bur luſtfull Aeſh did loathe it when Twas paſt, 


Witnes my wotull ſoule, which well can tell, 
In hicſt top of ſinne's moſt freſh delight; 
 Alchoughmy frailety ſuffred meetodwell, 
Yet being paſt, I loarhdir with deſpight. 
Bur like the ſwine, I fed mine owne deſire, 
Thar being cleane, ſul coneteth the nure, 


So greedy is mans beaſtly appetite, 

To follow after dunghill pleaſures (till; 

And feede on carrion like the rauening kite, 

Not cating what his hungry maw dooth fill: 
But worketh enermore his wills effec, 
Without reſtraint, controlement,or reſpect. 


Q 
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Diſcontented Minde. 


. O,why ſhould man,that beares rhe ſtamp of heauen, 


So much abafe heauens holy will and pleaſure: 
. O,why was ſence aad reaſonto him giuen, | 


Thar in his finne cannot conraine a meaſure: 2. - 


He knowes, he muſt account tor euery ſinne, 
Aad yet commaitceth finnes that countleſle bin. 


This to peruſe (deere God) doth kill my foule, 
Bur thatthy mercy quickeneth ir againe; 
O, heare me, Lord, in bitterneſle of dole, 
That ot my ſinnes do proftrate heere complaine; 
 Andatthy feet; with Mary,knocke for grace, 
_ Thonghwanting Marics teares tro wet my face. 


She,happy finner,faw her lite miſſe-led, 
Ar ſight whereo;, herinward hartdid bleede, 
To wirnes with her outward teares were ſhed. 
O bleſled Saint, and O moſt blefled deede: 
Bt wretched I, that ſee more ſinnes than ſhe, 
Nor greeue within, nor yet weepe outwardly. 


When 
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'W hen ſhe had-loſtthy preſence but one day, 


The wantwas ſuch, hur heart could not ſuſtaine; - 


But to thy tombe alone ſhe tooke her way, 


And there with Gghs and teares ſhe did complaine: 


Nor from her (ends. once mooud or ſtirr d was (hee, 


vn againe ſhe got alight of thee. 


Butl haue loſtthy preſence all my dayes, 
And ſtill am flacke to fee thee as I ſhould; 
My wretched ſqule in wicked finne ſo {tayes, 
Lam ynmeete to ſee thee, though I would: 


Yer, ifI could with teares thy comming trend, 


I know Eihould (as ſhe)tinde thee my frend. 


— 


Teares are aſs key that opethe way to bliſs, 
. The holy water quenclung heau'ns ww fire; 


The atronement true twixt God and our amille; 


The Angels drinke,the bleſſed Saints defire: 
The oy of Chriſt, rhe balme of grieued harr, 
The ſpring of life the cale of ey xy linart.. 


The 


 Diſcontented 'Minde 


- Theſecond King of Iſrfet by ſucceſsion, 
When with Vriahs wife he had offended, 
In bitter teares bewaild his grear tranſgrefsion, 
And by his teares found grace,and fo repented: 
He, night and day in weeping did remaie; 
I,night nor day to ſhed oneteare rake paine. 


| Andyetmy ſinnes, in greatnefle, andin number, 
Farre his exceede; how comes it then topaſle, 
Thar my repentance ſhould fo tarrebe vnder; 
And graces force, deere: God, is as it was: - 
Truth 1s, that L,alchough Thane more neede, 
Donot, as he, fo truely weepe indeede. 


O whertore 1s my ſteely heart ſo hard? 
Why aml made of metrall vnrelenting? 
Why is all ghoſtly comfort from me bard? 
. Or,to whatend do deterre repenting? 
Can luſtfull fleſh, or flattring world perſwade ys, 
Thar I can ſcape the power ot him that made me? 
| CH 
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No, 


' No,no,the ſecret Searcher of all fearts, | | 
Both ſees, and knowes each deedethat I hane done, | 
Andtfor each deede wil pay me home with ſmart, - | 
No place can ſerue,his wil decreed toſhunne; | 
I ſhould deceiue my lelte, to thinke that he 

For {1nne would puniſh others,andnotme. | 


—_ 


Our firſt borne fire, firſt breeder of mans thrall, 
& For one bare ſinne was of perfection rett, 
And allmankinde were baniſhtby his fall 
From Paradiſe,and vnto forrowe left: | | 
If he for one,and all for him feele paine, | 
Then,tor fo many, what ſhould 1 ſuftaine?. 


«a  TOICIEND \ = AY 


The Angels made to attend on God n gſorie, ; | 
Werethruſt from heatn, and only for one {inne, | 
That bur inthoughi(for fo recardes the Storie) 
For whichthey ſtill in laſtingdarkenefle bin: 
If thoſe, once glorious, thus rormenred be, 
L (baſeſtſlaue) what wllbecomeotme?: > 2. 
| . What 


| 
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Diſcontented Minde. 


What wil becomeof me; thatnot in thought;: = 4:11 7 
Inthoughr alone,butineach worde and deed; :.::.. -/i* 
A thouſand thouſand deadly finnes haue wrought, 
And ſtill doe worke, whereat my hart doth'bleeds 
For cuen now; in thismy ſad complaining”. | 
With new made fins, my fleſh my ſoule1s ſtaining. 


Othatl were remou'd'to ſome cloſecaue, 

Where all aloue retired. from delight, 

I nughr my ſighes:andtearesvntroubled haue, © 

And neuer come inwretched workdlings fight; 
Whofeillbewirching companyRill brings - © 
Deepe prouocation,whence greatidanger ſprings. 


Ill company;thecauſe of many woes; ' JET 
The ſugredbai re;rhahideth poyſned hooke;': ©: SLY 
The rock? vnleene;that ſhip:yrackrſoules o'rahrowes, 
The weepingicrocadile,thatkilles with look; «7: 
The readieſtſteppe,toruine and decay, Le 
Graces confottnder,and hellesneareſt way? **.'/ 
| C 13t How 
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How many ſoulesdoperiſhbythyguile 
How many.men withour all fearefrequent exogttn 7 
| Thy deadly haunts, where they in pleaſure ſmile, - 
+ Takingnocareſuch dangers ropreuent? 
Bur liue like Belials, S hrideles or vntamed, 
-» Naslooking they ſhall tor their faults beblamed.” 


Alas, alas, too wretched doe welive, 

' Thatcareleflythus worke our owne confuſion, . 

And to our willesfuch libertie doe giue; 

Ay me, itis the diuells meerc illuſion, | 
To flatter vs withſuch fenſe-pleaſing traines, 
Thathe thereby-may take ys1n lus chaines. 


This well foreſaw good men of auntienttime, - :- | 
Which made them ſhunneth'occafions of, foule finne, 
Knowing it was cthenurle gfcuery crime, 
And Syrer-like would traine fond worldlings in; - . 
Allaring themwirh ſhew of mulickes found, 
Vnull onſinnes deepe {helte cheir ſoules be drownd. 
vol _ c ® | Bur 
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Diſcontented Mindt. 


Buthe is held no ſotiable man, + -- 
Inthis corrupted age, that ſhall refuſe 
 Tokeepe the curſed company now ard than; 
Nay bur a foole, vnlefle he feeme ro chuſe: 
Their tellowſhip,and giue them higheſt place. 
Thar vildeſtliuc,and furtheſt off trom grace, 


But better tis,beltene me,in my tryall, 

To ſhun ſuch hel-hounds, factors of the Diuell; 
And o1ue them leauc to grudge at yourdenaall, 
 Thentopartake with ſuch in ſinne and cuill: 

For it that God(in Iuſtice) then ſhould flay vs, 
From hell and horror,who(alas)could ſtay vs? 


Good God, the Iuſt (as he himſelfe hath ſpoken) 

Should ſcarce be {aued, O terror ynremouable, 

What then ſhould they thar neuer had a token, 

Or ſigne of grace ({oules comfort moſt behoueable)  : . 
But graceleſſe |iu'd,: and all good deedes did hare. 

Vhar hope ofthem that liue in ſucha ſtate? 
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Owhowill gue meteares,that I may waile 
Both nights and dayes, the dangersI haue paſt; 
My ſoule,my ſoule, tis much for thy auaile, 


O oy, bur intay ioy mixe teares withall, 
That chou halt time to ſay; Lord heare me call. 


: Light as ethers(Lord)haueperithed, 
Amid mylſinnes anddamnable delights; | 


' Andbroughtichome, to taſte on heaunly lights: 
Ay me,whatthankes,whar ſeruice can Irender 
To hee, that of my ſafcty art ſo tender? _ 


Fog 


Now doe Lcurſe the time I cuer went 
' Infinnes blacke path,thar lcadeth ro damnation: 
Now do TI hate the houres, I hauc miſſe-ſpenc 
In ydle vice, negiefting ſou'es ſaluation, 

Andtoredecme che time Thaue miſ-worne; 

I wiſhthis houre,l were againe new borne. 


' That thou arr gotten from rhele ſtrairs at laſt: =" 


rh) A KI. 5 


Burthou (good God) with care my ſoule haſt cheriſhed, 


ww 


Diſcontented Miende. 


But vaine it is, as ſaith the wiſeſt man, 
Tocall againe theday thar once 1spalt, 

| Oler me ſee what beſts tor nie than, 

' Togainethy fauour whilſt my lite doth Lt; 

| Tharinrhe next may but worthy be, 

| Eu inthe meaneſt place to waite on thee. 


I will, as didthe prodigall fonnie ſometime, 

| Vpon my knees with harty true contritio!, 

Þ And Weeping cles,confetle my former crinie, 
j And hnmbly begge vpon my loiv ſubmn1tfion, 

| That chouwilr nor of former faults dete& me, 
Batlikea louing father now reipect me. 


* 


Þ Or, as the wife char hach her husband wronged, 

þ 50 wil I come wirhfeare and bluſhing cheeke: 

# For giuing others whatto thee belonged; 

F And fay,My King,my Lord,and Spouſe moſt meeke, 

- Thauedefildthebed that thoudidli ozye; 
 Forgwemethis,itſhall no mote be ſo. 

Ft, -J Yer | 
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| Yet,fortheworldcan witnes mine abafe, - 

Hehide my facefromiface thar witchr nane eies; 
Theſegraceleſle cics, thathad my bodies ye, 
 Tillit bewithred with my verie cries: 

Thar when my wrinckles ſhall my ſorrowes tell, 
The world may fay, I ioyd not, though fell. 


Andthus will I, in ſorrowing ſpend my breath, 

And ſpotmy face with neuer-dying teares, 

Till aged wrinckles meſlengers of death 

Haue purchaſde mercy, and remou'd my feares: 
And then the world within my lookes ſhall read, 
The pireous wracke vnbrideled finne hath bred. 


And that which was apleaſure to beholde, 

Shalbe to me an cuer-griping paine; 

All my miſdeedesfhall one and one be tolde, 

That 1 may ſee what tyrants haue mee ſlaine: 
And whenT haye thus muſtred them apart, 
I will diſplay on cach a bleeding harr, 


x 


And | 


> > © > 
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Diſcontented Minde. 


And left my teares ſhould faile meat moſtneed, 
Beforethe face of faith Ile-fix my Sauiours paſſion; 
And fce how lus molt pretious fide did þleed, - 
And note his dearh and torments in ſuch faſhion; 
As ncuer manthe like did yndertake; © 
For freely he hath done it for my ſake. 


| If this his kindeneſle and lus mercy thowne, 


Cannot prouoke me vnto tender crying; 

Then will I backe againe turne romine owne, 

Mine owne finne, cauſe ofthis his cruell dying: 
Andiffor them no teares mine cies can find, 
Sighs ſhal cauſctears,tears make my poore cies blind. 


} 


4 \ 
No farre fercht ſtory haue I now brought home, 
Nor taught to ſpeake more language than hismothers, 
No longdone Poem,is from darkenefle come 


"To lighr againe, it's ill to fetch from others: 


The org I f:5g, ts made of heart-bred ſorrow, . 
Which penſiue Muſe from pining ſople doth borow. 
_ D it - | I 
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I {ing not/,of wanton lone-licke lates, - 
Oftrickling toyes,to feed fantalhicke'eares, 


My ſinne. ſicke ſoule, wit 


070: OD, 5 ak | 
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My Muleref} pectSno Aattringratling pratſe;. ©:- -- 
Acguiltie . coniciencethis ſad paſrion beareg3#1i: 22071. 

$5 ſorrow wochegans;t! | Fe 
Lamenting thus a wreiched deede miſ-done:: -:/\ 
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